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our route led to the conclusion that the authorities had been
in error.
If Colonel Munro really had any ulterior design in mak-
ing this journey, it might have seemed more natural that
he should have confided his intentions to Banks, who was
his most intimate friend, rather than to Sergeant McNeil.
But the latter was no doubt preferred, because he would
urge his master to undertake what Banks would probably
consider perilous and imprudent enterprises.
At noon, on the igth of May, we left the small town
of Chittra, 280 miles from Calcutta.
Next day, at nightfall, we arrived, after a day of fearful
heat, in the neighbourhood of Gaya.
The halt was made on the banks of a sacred river, the
Phalgou, well known to pilgrims.
Our two houses were drawn up on a pretty bank, shaded
by fine trees, within a couple of miles of the town. This
place, being, as I mentioned before, extremely curious and
interesting, we intended to remain in it for thirty-six hours,
that is to say for two nights and a day. Starting about
four o'clock next morning, in order to avoid the mid-day
heat, Banks, Captain Hood, and I, left Colonel Munro, and
took our way to the town of Gaya,
It is stated that 150,000 devotees annually visit this
centre of Brahminical institutions; and we found every road
to the place was swarming with men, women, old people,